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Wliile chill’d or bruised, or broken, thou 
Art fragrant in thy trying hour.” 

The Woodruff is the emblem of modest worth 
and well it deserves the sentiment to be attached 
to its retiring and modest bloom. 

Tliine excellence is of a rare degree ; 

Though praised by others ’tis unknown to thee • 

In humble deeds of love, and kindly care * 

To those wlio in earth’s riches own a share • 

By acts of mercy all unseen of men, 

By silent Auctory over pride and sin. 

By faith and liope, and charity on earth, 

Thou prov’st to others thy transcendant worth, 
Whilst to thyself thy goodness is mlkno^^^l,— ’ 
Though viitue crowns and claims thee as her own.” 

The botanical name of this plant is derived from 
asper (rough), on account of the roughness of its 
leaves and stem. It has a delicate scent, almost 
imperceptible to some when fresh, but few flow- 
ers besides the lavender, emit so pleasant a fra- 
grance when dried, which it retains for some years ; 
whilst drying, a small quantity will scent a room, 
and if placed among clothes will prevent injury 
to the garments by the moth. These pretty little 
wax- like blossoms are freely scattered in many of 
our woods, springing from the mossy carpet about 
the roots of the trees, and 

“ That delicate forest flower 

W^ith scented breath, and look so like a smile, 

Seems, as it issues through the shapeless mould 
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An emanation of the indwelling Life, 

A visible token of the upholding Love, 

Tliat are the soul of this wide imiversc.” 

Bryaxt. 

It is sometimes carried to bloom in the garden, 
as it will flourish under the drip of the trees, and 
is uninjured by the foliage of shrubs, it is also a 
suitable and very pretty plant for rockery. 

THE WHITE THORN. 

( Cratosgus oxycantha.J 

Gass, Icosandria. Order, Pentagynia. Nat. Ord., 
Rosacece. 

Few of our native shrubs present a more beau- 
tiful appearance than the Hawthorn in full bloom. 
Its opening buds are hailed under the name of 
May by the young, and 

“ Tliey are the bright remembrances of youth. 

They waft us back, wdththeirbland odorous breath. 
The joyous hours that only young life knows, 

Ere we have learnt that this fair earth hides graves. 
Tliey bring the cheek that’s mouldeiingin the dust 
Again before us, tinged with health’s own rose ; 
Tliey bring the voices we shall hear no more, 

Whose tones were sweetest music to our cars ; 

They brmg the hopes that faded one by one. 

Till nought was left to light our path but faith, 

Tliat we too, like the flowers, should spring to life, 
But not, like them, again e’er fade or die.” 

Countess of Blessington. 
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